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the  material universe.     It is   George   Eliot's
endeavour to show us we can do without Him.
Both treat the affections as the chief treasures of
life ; but Mr. Tennyson makes these the germ of
faith, Greorge Eliot makes them the end of it.
Mr. Tennyson looks forward to

Some far-off divine event
To which the whole creation moves.

Such a vision as this is to George Eliot a fond
delusion. For her in the farthest future there
is nothing but one blank catastrophe, when

Human time

Shall fold its eyelids, and the human sky
Be gathered like a scroll within the tomb
Unread for ever.

That all men in the present day, or even many
men, share this dark forecast, we do not pre-
sume to say. But though it is not the view
that masters the present age, it is without doubt
the view that distinguishes it. It occupies even
those whom it does not conquer, and either by
defiance or submission, we have each and all to
deal with it. It has been Mr. Tennyson's
mission to express faith ; it has been George
Eliot's to combat with despair. Mr. Tennyson's
spirit breathes still in his latest lines. It is